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By Winifred Black.
MAN came out of the West last
week and said that he was

*j$g Schlatter, the Divine Healer,
'* n second Messiah, come to cure

the sick and make the blind to see. He
held his first meeting at Tammany Hall
on Wednesday. Before the hall opened the
steps were crowded with cripples and with
blind men and with little children, who
were not as other little children are. A

newsboy leaned on his crutch and watched
the strange group of people waiting on the
Steps.
When the doors opened he fell in line

with the rest and went In.
The old hall was crowded.and out of all

the crowd two-thirds were sick, desperate
* people, clutching at the show of hope held

out by the man who cailed himself a Di
vine Healer. '

Thei^ were by actual count ninety-eight
cripples, sixteen blind persons and over 20G
Invalids of a less conspicuous sort In the
room.
A thin, white faced boy leaned on hip

crutches In the front row. Next to him
was a huge man with a leonine face. He
was carried In by four men and heid up
right by an Ingenious system of braces
Next to him sat a twisted girl, with a wist
ful, patient face. Near them was a oara

lytic, an old, old woman, with the palsy
There was a whole row of blind people
poor pathetlo faces they had, Bmillng af

are always the faces of the blind. Worn
en sat for half an hour In the cold hall
carrying delicate children. An old mat

tottered down the crowded aisle with i

white faced baby In his arms. Poor, trem
bllng, half dazed old women hobbled lnt<
the light, where the Divine Healer conic
see them better. Out of the 600 people It
the hall, 400 were Invalids of some sort o:

other. Some of them smiled and tried t<
look as If they had come Just to see thi
others, but moat of them sat with bowe<
heads and faces tremulous with stralnei
emotion.
The Healer came Into the room, am

every head was raised In painfully appar
ent eagerness.
The Healer did not look like a Dlrin<

Healer. He looked like a mountebank o

the shrewder sort. He was a tall, thL
old man, with little blinking eyes and
long, Impassive face that looked like
cruel old-fashioned mask. He wore a shin
lng broadcloth suit of old clothes, and h
had long, stringy gray hair and a polntei
gray beard.
He said a few words of perfunctor;

prayer and then he came down to see hi

patients.
The crippled boy In the front row opene

and shut his hands convulsively. His lea:
face worked.
The man In the braces grew scarlet wit

his efforts to cover his terrible excltemeni
The old man who held the baby began t
cry. He held th» waxen child high In hi
arms and kept mutteHng something ove

and over to himself. The blind faces 1
the strange row began to work.
A big policeman followed the Dlvln

Healer down the line. He tried to loo
Impassive, but his round, blue eyes wer

fixed and staring.
"I must do as the Sperrit mores," sal

the Divine Healer, In a pronounced Scotc'
accent, "The chosen I will choose." H
moved quickly down the line and touche
first one and then another. "Not to-night,
he said, "Not to-night." He passed th
crippled boy with an Impatient gestur<
"By and by," he said. The boy tried t
laugh. The Divine Healer did not look t

the palsied woman, and he would not tur
his head when the old man held up h!
half-dying baby higher in his arms.

A round-faced woman of middle a

aprang to her feet. Her plain, hone
features were aglow.
"Me believe, dear Messiah, me believe

she said. "I have faith".she clutchi
the arm of a pale girl In her work-har
ened hands. The girl was smiling. H
great shining eyes were full of hap]
tears. She kept rocking to and fro In t
chair.
"Not to-night," said the Divine Healer,
"What Is It he Bays?" whispered the pa

girl, eagerly. "Shall I see now, right no)

Keep your face close to me, mamma.y
know I want to see you first."
"No, no," said the Divine Healer, Irrlt

bly, "not to-night, 1 tell you."
The elder woman's face turned as whl

as death. "She's very weak," she sal
"I'm afraid the shock will be hard on h<
Me prayed all night last night, and to-d;
me nrnved ncnln.and me have the faith'
but the Healer was gone.
The elder woman began to explain. T

light which had glorified the face of t
pale girl, as if a fine flame should shi
through alabaster, faded and her delica
head drooped.
The elder woman fell to her knees rig

there, in the open hall before the gapl
crowd- and prayed aloud for strength
bear the old affliction anew.
A queer little withered man reached

shaking hand and plucked the Divine He
er by the sleeve. "I'm deaf," he sa:

huskily. "I can't get work, because
can't hear; but I'll give up my turn to t
blind girl".
"No, no," said the Divine Healer,

choose as the Lord chooseth."
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g« An old, old man sat by the side of a yonng frau
st man who was very lame.

The young man would have been hand- havi
some but for the lines of pain written scar- "C

®d deep on his delicate face and the satirical laug
d- smile which twisted his mouth. too.
er The old man tried to catch at the Divine T1
;>y Healer. thei
he "Let him alone," said the young man, peo]

harshly. "He's a fraud, just as I said he the
was. I told you all the time he'd be a H<

tie .

'u Pitcairn Isfand (ofonu in
a-

tn 1 tuuauiiauio ujl xncauu ^siaiiu aic win

^ J in danger of falling into imbecility, drer

?r" Their removal to another island, ocer

where they may live among civilized sur- T1
roundings, has been recommended to the sjze
British Government by Sir G. T. M. all

lle O'Brien, High Commissioner for the West- Wer

he ern Pacific. He says they are drifting Into ers

ne fl most helpless condition. tand

( e Pitcairn Island is in the South Pacific, Idyl
between Talntl and Waster islands. The stri

ht colony, at the latest report, numbered 142 stoi
ng persons. They are the descendants of the broi
to mutineers of Her Majesty's ship Bounty, Yor

who landed first on Taluti and then on Til- Piti

a cairn. The mutineers numbered nine, and Uto
al- they were joined by six Talutlan men and unii

Id, a dozen Talutlan women. This was away ty.
Ti- i-nn ..... fi,.» M,«v

1 oacii 111 1 VI'. i^ui,ins uic icu .tcuin uiui.

he followed, the whites and the blacks quar- hap
relied, there were several murders and. B

"I finally, there was but one man remaining, fail
John Adams, who was left on the island by
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zr, the Heater,"in Photographs J
d." wltli any visible ailment

Sh!" said the old man; "'sh; you must The blind, the lame.
» faith, you- must have faith." trembling creatures who
)h, I've got faith," said the young man, none of these he chose,
[hlng bitterly. "It's all 1 have got, down the trembling line

" * of the eyes of those he h
le Divine Healer did not hear either of some invisible hand dre
n. He was walk'lng down the line of between them and hope.
:)le, picking ont the ones whom be said He chose out a few old
"Lord chooseth." ed them upon the stage,
e took only those who were not afflicted One after one came

..~ Healer mumbled a pra
.. .- -J, | , old creatures hobbled do'

a hopeless Condition, "cr

"Please," she said, "c

1 eight or nine women and several chil- :

i, to fight the battle of life in this lonely
in |gle

the Piteairn Islanders
nnH ineressed In stor-v of decadence and

7""' rep0rti consists of, corr
under John Adams 8 leadership, and '

,.

the reports that have come from them rst elT!r. s
,

r" ,',eal
e to the effect that the Pitcairn Island- " 10, wn mg n pn ,

, w deterioration through,tt
were happy, contented and prosperous, ,,

.. ,, marriage and overpopultthat they were leading an altogether . ,, ,

'
,

lie existence, far from the cares and
" 1,101 a ,r!:' ,w !'°

fe of this big, selfish world. Ships ^spnce ot discipline an

iped there from time to time and
light news of them to London and New Later Sir G. T. M.

k, and it began to be accepted that on Commissioner for the V

?airn there was being realized a little P°rted t® ^r- Chamberli

pia, where simple lives and simple ways ers' un ess something he

ted to produce a truly happy communi- i° Imbecility. And yet
Here was one spot on eartn wnere iney oegin ana en

re was no selfishness, no critne, no uu- prayer; they neither drl

piness. they appear to be aimutnow an utterly different state of af- they are questioned, the
s is found to exist. The repprt Issued put in plain, simple lang
the Colonial Office on the condition of understand."
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raken Specially fdr the Sun
mean to be wicked. I don't dou

:he deaf, the poor lleve, dear Messiah, but my little
shook with palsy. there, she's blind, you see. T
And as he passed waited so long for you to come

the light, went out us. and last night we prayed all n

;ft untouched as If know, and this morning she wal
-w a dark curtain She sang all the time I was he

dress. I couldn't sing. The da.v
women and parad- slow, but she did, and now.oh

please forgive me, please listen,
out. The Divine times seven I will call upon you,

yer and the poor

rP°-1» tb. ed»e of .jf|0 VJoman I
>h, please, I don't

IT is hard to believe It, but tl
new woman of the day h

that staid, quiet shoemaki
di tern.ration, ihe ^Qwn Massachusetts.Lynn.
espondence. The
Admiral Palllser, She Mlss Nellie Miles, cousii

L898, speaks of the eral Nelson A. Miles, and the oni

le effects of i .tor- conductor of a military band in t

ition, and the lack *n a few weeks Miss Miles v

e attributes to the a tour of the United States at

id the Incentive to a well trained military band,
of thirty stalwart uniformed yo

O'Brien, the High And tlleT1 the ambition of her

Western Pacific, re- be realized.
tin that the is and- Miss Miles is not only a born
done,* will drift .n- but she is the type of progress
"" rpnd- n-nmnntinnrt that is daunted at

d their day with She has worked with a will for
Ink nor smoke, and the unique position she lias now

ost vegetarians. If Nellie Miles comes from a fair

questions must be usual musical talent. She was

uage or they do nut England and studied music froir
she was a wee bit of a girlI
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bt. I be- woman In the Bible. You know she had a

girl over son, and he was healed because of her

Ve have begging; please, my little girl.please. I

and help have faith"
lght, you Mr. Devlne makes a stride to the edge
so happy, of the platform. "There Is too much

lplng her noise," he said. "These people are talking
was so too much. The meeting cannot go on.

i, please, Come to-morrow night and see the miracles
Seventy again."
like the AfteT each one the Divine Healer said,

¥itary Band Conductor.
ie newest only seven years old when she made her

ails from concert appearance. To-day she ocnglittle cupies a prominent position In the musical
world, and is well known to the eoston

1 of Gen- music-loving public. She is a skilled
cornetist, and her knowledge of harmony

y woman .

'
.

he world
t0 exceptional.

sill begin **er exPeri°nce as a musician has been
, , a varied one, but though she has made
the head .

'
,several successful concert tours through

the United States and Canada, she claims
ung men. tjiat jier UIUbiti0ii will not be satisfied
life will until the Nellie Miles Military Band is an

acknowledged success throughout the
country.

musician. This new rival of Sousa, even if she is a

Ive young mere woman, uas Hiarreu ior success uiuuk
.

a the right lines. She personally selected
nothing, every man in her band, and has devoted

years for the greater portion of her time for the
n'tflinod Past three years to their training.
" The members of the band have been pro.

dly of un- vided with the best instruments which
born in could be bought, and their uniforms are

u,. Id tlie most up-to-date style. Singly and
tue rune collectively they are working for the In.shewas stantaneous success of their clever leader.
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n Hopeless Despair,
ealed by the grace of the Lord."
he people sat as If under a spel!. Soma
: thread of hope held them tense and
ve .strung.
deaf woman went upon me nuiin

? crippled boy's great eyes dilated,
ired by the grace of the Lord," suld
Divine Healer. The deaf woman cre.Pt
vn Into the audience. She sat dowi?
x the crippled boy. He leaned forward,
in you hear?" he said,
he woman stared at him. Then she
>ke in a dull, monotonous voice, as if
eating a lesson, "If I have faith, I'll
well," she said. "He said so, and it

st be so. I must keep up my faith."
said her lesson over and over, but she
not hear one word any one said to her.

'he crippled boy's face fell.
l man carried a young girl up to the
ge in his arms. "She has not walked
three years," he said. "She is our only
Id. Our doctor said if we brought her
e the strain might kill her, but we've
ne a long way. Don't pass her by, dear
ssiah; don't pass her by."
'Not to-night," said the Divine Healer,
ot to-night."
)ut of the crowd of lame and halt and
Ind he cured not a single one.

Che newsboy hobbled in on his crutch.
> reddened and laughed under the gate
the onlookers, but he pushed bravely
to the plaform. The Divine Healer
1A enaa L- f^ Tl!m

;uiu uui opt iv
I

'No children," he said, "the Lord will
al no children to-night."
And then be closed the meeting wltti
ayer.
"God help me," sobbed the man In the
aces."Oh, God help me."
'I can't take the baby home sick,"
aaned the old man with the child. "I'm

raid she'll die before I get there."
"Aw," said the little newsboy, "cotne

T. Oan't you tell a fake when yon see

m yet awhile?" Bnt his queer little mouth
as twisted and his voice broke huskily.
The Divine Healer wag quite cheerful.
"Twenty-two people have I healed," he

Id, "and the Lord Himself never heuledw
it twelve." . ;. \y& IgH
He talks In a curious sing-song chant.on
id on and on. without a second's pause.
Then he uses any phrase from the Bible
> rolls the words under his tongue with a

Inging to the consonants, as If they taste

ood. The Scotch burr is very marked In

la speech.
"I'm Amurlcan burrn, ye ken," he said,
but I wor raised up In Scotland. I flrrst

new my power of helping the seeck by
ae accident o' layln' on my hand on th*
arehead o* a lass that was grievln' wi*
eadache. 'Char-les,' said the lass to me,
rou've driven the pain awa',' an' fra' that

leenit oot I knew I was a neaier. 1 wn»

ducated for a meenlster, ye ken, an' for a

hyseeclan, too, an' both o' them I am.

tut I've sma' faith In the meenlstry o' the

ay.
"The meenlstry are denying the holy
corks o' God; an' they're fallln' on evil
ays.
"Mon, mon. the unbellevln' o' the weeked.
"That bit of a bairn there wl the anld

non, did ye mind hoo they scoffed? 'Tla

lnfu', an' a' because the Lord would na

toop to cure them the nlcht.
"I'm pulr, an' pulr I always will heT

Ike my Master. The tale o' the Schlatter
e ken of, that rode awa' an' died In the

lesert is no true tale.
"I'm the only real Schlatter, though 'tla

iot my name. McLean's my name. Charles
IcLean, but the pulr Germans call me 'the
leeper,' 'die schlafer,' because o' my
ranees, an* from that I'm called Schlatter.
)h. mony'a the weary trance I'm In and
nony's the strange things I" see in my

trance, but 'tis forbeeden to me to tell.
"I do the bidding o' my Master.an' tbua

am I content.
"'Tis a wearyfu' day, the weather's aye

a cross I* the March month. Willi the paper#
be kind, think ye, or wall they scoff?
"An* hae ye the good photographs? 'TIbH

like they'll want them. The Invention* o

mon are most marvellous.
'"Tls false that the real Schlatter Is dead
"I am he.an' I leeve an' wol! leeve tlh

Lthc warld has been circled seven times.
"For sax lang weeks liac I had my hall

In the curlink wads, an' noo oot It comes

Iee-lang an* straight as needles. 'Tis s

warld o' woe.even tae the elect." And Di

Schlatter, worker of miracles, turned up liit

shiny coat eollar*and started down Fourteenthstreet.
The people lie Jiad not cured scat Cere

slowly. Most of them went Thlnl avtu

way.
The elderly woman led her daughte (lWtt

the steps and out into the stree A'her
she reached the lowest step ( |i(1 h^,.
arm and held It as one who Vould throw
Javelin. .

"May God's wrath". she h
"S-sh mother." said the blir,, Jrl;-..(lot

ann'f He can t heln it. vS.,
mother, I knew it wouldn't n,' '

all (he time."
Mtt

The elderly woman's arm ft,.. ,

began to work and she brok '

,
hoarse, dry. sobbing of old age.
The little Jamf newsboy stoo.

shelter of the doorway.
"Aint she a jay," he said. "She's cryi.

cause water dor't run up hill. Women'!
believe any old fake, wont they?"'
"Yep," said the boy with him.

1 "Come on, Shorty, I'll help you down ttaf
steps." > r

WINIFRED BLACK.


